
  
  
      
        
          Acropolis Dungeon

          
		      
          Ireland Lorelei

        

        
          [image: image-placeholder]

          Phoenix Voices Publishing

        

      

    


  
  
Copyright © 2024 by [Ireland Lorelei ]

All rights reserved.
No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law. For permission requests, contact Phoenix Voices Publishing, 7901 4th St. N, St. Petersburg, FL, 33702, 727-222-0090.
The story, all names, characters, and incidents portrayed in this production are fictitious. No identification with actual persons (living or deceased), places, buildings, and products is intended or should be inferred.

[Ireland Lorelei] asserts the moral right to be identified as the author of this work.
[Ireland Lorelei] has no responsibility for the persistence or accuracy of URLs for external or third-party Internet Websites referred to in this publication and does not guarantee that any content on such Websites is, or will remain, accurate or appropriate.
Designations used by companies to distinguish their products are often claimed as trademarks. All brand names and product names used in this book and on its cover are trade names, service marks, trademarks, and registered trademarks of their respective owners. The publishers and the book are not associated with any product or vendor mentioned in this book. None of the companies referenced within the book have endorsed the book.







  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Note to Readers
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Prologue
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Escape to Athens
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        First Night in Athens
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        The Stranger in the Dungeon
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Introductions & Explanations
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Restless Thoughts
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Athens Through New Eyes
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Drawn Back to Her
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        Temptation and Curiousity
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        A Private Lesson
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        The First Step
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        11.
        
        Restless Thoughts
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        12.
        
        A Decision in the Morning Light
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        13.
        
        The Games Begin
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        14.
        
        Bound by Desire
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        15.
        
        Bound by Time
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        16.
        
        Back on the Ranch
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        17.
        
        Running from the Inevitable
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        18.
        
        Whats Really Missing
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        19.
        
        Going After Her
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        20.
        
        Chasing What's Mine
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        21.
        
        Running to Her
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Epilogue
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About the Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Masquerade Party
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        The Spice Club
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        The Fourth Base Dungeon
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Note to Readers


The characters in this book are unapologetic and dramatic. The scenes are steamy and the road to happily ever after maybe twisted. This book is meant for audiences 18 years old and older. A list of potential triggering themes can be violence, cheating, drug use, child neglect among other things. 






  
  Prologue

Colt


The Wyoming sky stretched endlessly above me, a vast expanse of blue so deep it could swallow a man whole. The wind carried the scent of sage and sun-warmed earth, rustling through the tall grass that lined the pastures. The rhythmic creak of the saddle beneath me and the steady clop of my horse’s hooves were as familiar as my own heartbeat. 
This was my life. Wide-open land, the kind that stretched on for miles without another soul in sight. Hard work that left my muscles aching and my hands calloused. Early mornings before the sun kissed the horizon, long days spent mending fences, herding cattle, and tending to the never-ending list of things that needed fixing on a working ranch.  
I loved it. I really did.  
But damn if I wasn’t tired.  
At thirty years old, I’d spent most of my life right here, on the same land my family had owned for generations. My father had run this place until he passed, leaving it to me when I was barely twenty-two. I had stepped into his boots without hesitation, shouldering the responsibility like a second skin. It was all I knew.  
Still, lately, there had been this gnawing feeling in my gut. A restless energy that had nothing to do with the ranch and everything to do with the fact that, for the first time in my life, I felt trapped. Not by the land, not by the work, hell those were the things that gave me purpose, but by the routine. The sheer predictability of every single day.  
Wake up. Work. Eat. Sleep. Repeat.  
It wasn’t just exhaustion. It was something deeper, a yearning I didn’t know how to name.  
I pulled my horse to a stop near the edge of the north pasture, resting my hands on the saddle horn as I took in the view. Golden fields rolled out before me, interrupted only by the weathered wooden fences and the distant outline of the barn. The ranch house sat beyond that, a sturdy thing built to withstand the Wyoming winters.  
This land was in my blood. I was as much a part of it as the cattle that grazed in the distance, but suddenly, I felt like a ghost haunting my own life.  
I needed a break, a vacation. Maybe two weeks, maybe a month. Long enough to step away, to breathe, to remind myself that there was more to life than this ranch, as much as I loved it.  I think I will start with a week in Athens and then move around every week for a month.
I had staff to run things while I was gone, but I had never let them, not really. I was too hands-on, too involved in every little detail. Maybe that was part of the problem. I left no time for myself, no time to date and find love, no time for anything but the ranch.  
My mom and my sister had been on me for years about taking a vacation, urging me to take time for myself. Now that Susie, my sister, had gotten married three months ago to one of our ranch hands, now my foreman and brother-in-law, Jace, I didn’t have an excuse anymore. Jace had handled things just fine on his own when I’d broken my leg last year. I trusted him, and I knew he could keep the place running while I was gone.  
And I knew exactly where I wanted to go.  
Athens.  
The thought hit me with the force of a bronco kick to the chest.  
I exhaled slowly, letting it settle. I had dreamed of going to Greece since I was a teenager. While other kids had been obsessed with sports and video games, I had spent hours reading about ancient civilizations. There was something about Greece. The mythology, the history, the sheer age of it. That had fascinated me from the moment I first saw a picture of the Parthenon in a school textbook.  
I had promised myself I would go someday.  
But someday had always seemed far off. There was always something to do on the ranch, always another responsibility. Another reason to put it off.  
Now, I was thirty, and “someday” was slipping through my fingers.  
The idea took root in my mind, growing stronger with every second. What was stopping me? The ranch would survive without me for a couple of weeks.  
I tightened my grip on the reins, feeling a strange mix of excitement and fear settle in my chest.  
It was time.  
If I didn’t go now, when would I?  
By the time I rode back to the barn, the decision had settled deep in my bones. I was going to Athens.  

      ***That night, I sat on the porch of the ranch house, a cold beer sweating in my hand as I stared out at the darkened land. The stars overhead were scattered across the sky like diamonds, the only source of light other than the faint glow from the barn in the distance.  
I’d grown up beneath this sky. Slept under it on summer nights as a kid, counted constellations with my dad before he passed. This land had raised me, shaped me. But it wasn’t enough anymore.  
The thought of stepping away, of leaving, even for a short time, sent a thrill through me. But beneath that excitement was something else: fear.
Not fear of traveling. Not fear of the unknown.  
Fear of what I might find.  
I had spent my entire life in this one place, doing the same work, following the same patterns. What if I went to Athens and realized I had been missing something all along?  
What if I didn’t want to come back?  
I shook my head, taking a long pull from my beer. That was ridiculous. This ranch was my home. It would always be my home.  
But damn, I wanted to see more of the world before I buried myself in this place forever.  
I pulled out my phone and opened the browser, my fingers moving before I could second-guess myself. A quick search pulled up flights from Denver to Athens. Expensive, but not out of reach. Hotels, tourist spots, guides for first-time visitors to Greece.  
Scrolling through the pictures, I felt something stir deep in my chest. The Acropolis stood tall and proud against the skyline. The winding streets of Plaka, lined with old-world charm. The deep blue of the Aegean Sea stretches beyond the cliffs of Santorini.  
I could almost taste the salty air, feel the warmth of the Mediterranean sun on my skin.  
I didn’t just want this trip.  
I needed it.  
Making the decision, I downed the rest of my beer and stood. First thing in the morning, I’d book the flights. I’d tell Jace and Susie I was taking time off, let the guys on the ranch know they’d be handling things for a while.  
For the first time in years, I was doing something for myself.  
Athens was waiting for me.  






  
  Escape to Athens

Colt


The scent of fresh coffee and bacon filled the kitchen as I sat at the worn oak table, rolling the decision over in my mind one last time. The morning sun streamed through the windows, casting golden light over the farmhouse. It was early, but not early enough that my mom, Susie, and Jace weren’t already gathered around, eating breakfast before heading out to start the day’s work. 
As I walked into the kitchen, I kissed my mom on the cheek. “Good morning, everyone.” I sat down and filled my plate with eggs, pancakes, and bacon. I took a few bites before I cleared my throat, my fingers drumming against the side of my coffee mug. “So… I’m taking a vacation.”  
Three sets of eyes snapped to me in unison. My mom’s fork paused midway to her mouth, Susie nearly choked on her orange juice, and Jace just raised an eyebrow, looking at me like I’d grown a second head.  
Susie was the first to recover, setting her glass down with an audible thunk. “Wait. You? A vacation?” She blinked. “Like… leaving the ranch? For fun?”  
I sighed, leaning back in my chair. “Yeah, Susie, people do that, you know. Take time off and see the world. I figured it’s about damn time I did, too.”  
Mom, still staring at me like she wasn’t sure if she’d heard me right, set her fork down and folded her hands on the table. “Colt, honey, I think it’s wonderful, but… what brought this on?”  
Jace leaned back in his chair, arms crossed. “Yeah, man. You’ve never left this place for more than a couple of days. What’s the sudden urge to pack up and take off?”  
I exhaled, rubbing the back of my neck. “I’ve been thinking about it for a while. Just never let myself seriously consider it until now. But the truth is… I need a break. I love this ranch, and I always will, but I’m running myself into the ground. I need to step away, clear my head, maybe get some perspective. And I know you guys can handle things here.” I turned to Jace, locking eyes with him. “I trust you, man. You’ve been running this place as much as I have these past few years. I know everything will be fine while I’m gone.”  
Jace nodded, the corner of his mouth lifting slightly. “Damn right, it will. But I gotta say, I didn’t expect this from you.”  
“Neither did I,” Susie added with a laugh. “So where are you going? Somewhere with beaches, I hope. You need a good tan, big brother.”  
I smirked. “Greece! My first stop is Athens.”  
That got another round of surprised looks.  
“Greece?” Mom’s voice held a mix of shock and awe.  
I nodded. “Yeah. It’s been on my bucket list since high school, and I figured there’s no better time than now.”  
Susie beamed. “Oh my God, Colt, that’s amazing! I know that you are going to love it. You already love Greek food, and it is full of history and mythology. I love mythology! Bring me back something cool! And…” She waggled her eyebrows. “The gorgeous women.”  
I rolled my eyes. “I’m going to relax, not to get into trouble.”  
She snorted. “Uh-huh. Sure.”  
Mom reached across the table, squeezing my hand. “I think it’s a great idea, sweetheart. You deserve this. And we’ll be just fine here. You go, enjoy yourself.”  
The tension I hadn’t realized I was holding in my chest loosened at her words. “Thanks, Mom.”  
Jace chuckled, shaking his head. “Alright, man. Two weeks from now, you’ll be halfway across the world. Guess I better start getting used to you not hovering over everything.”  
“Guess so,” I said with a grin. “I am going to work with you this morning, but I am going to take the afternoon off and get some things planned.”
“Sounds good. Let’s eat and get going.”
We finished eating and headed out. We mounted our horses and started with the cattle. We noticed that about twelve feet of fence needed to be replaced, so Jace made note of it to be fixed. Then went to the corn fields to check in with the foreman and the crops. After we had lunch, I spent the rest of the day scheduling my trip. I booked my flight, reserved my stay at a luxury resort near the city center, and made sure every detail at the ranch was detailed out for Jace to help him keep up with everything. When I finished, I couldn’t contain my excitement. 

      ***Two Weeks Later 
The alarm blared at 03:00, but I was already awake. Hell, I don’t think I’d really slept. Adrenaline and excitement had been coursing through me since I lay down, making it impossible to shut off my mind. Today was the day. After years of telling myself, “Someday,” that day had finally arrived. I threw back the covers and sat on the edge of the bed, stretching my arms as a grin tugged at my lips. Athens. In less than twenty-four hours, I’d be halfway across the world, walking the streets of a city I’d only ever seen in pictures.
I pushed to my feet, grabbing a pair of jeans and a soft T-shirt before pulling them on. My bags were already packed and sitting by the door, my passport secured in my jacket pocket. I’d triple-checked everything last night, making sure I had what I needed. My boots thudded softly against the wooden floor as I moved through the house, the familiar creaks and groans of the old place a comforting sound. I know Jace is up getting ready to start his day and Susie and Mom are getting ready to get up and cook breakfast.
I grabbed my bags, slung my jacket over my shoulder, and took the stairs two at a time. At the bottom of the stairs, I could see the kitchen light was already on, and the smell of coffee, bacon, and eggs filled the air. I set my bags down and walk in, and there is Mom, Susie, and Jace. 
“Good morning, everyone! Why are you guys all up, and breakfast is all ready this early?”
Mom walks up, kisses my cheek, and says, “Now you know we couldn’t let you leave without saying goodbye. I wasn’t going to let you get on a plane without eating a good breakfast.”
“Thank you, Mom.”
We all sat down for a quick meal before I took one last look around before stepping outside into the crisp Wyoming air. The stars still blanketed the sky, the world around me quiet and untouched. Normally, I’d be saddled up by now, gearing up for another day of hard work. But today? Today, I was chasing a different kind of adventure.

      ***The descent into Athens was breathtaking. From my window seat, I watched as the vast blue of the Aegean Sea gave way to a sprawling city nestled between rolling mountains and ancient ruins. The city buzzed with life even from the sky, its streets weaving through a stunning mix of modern buildings and historic landmarks.  
As the plane touched down at Eleftherios Venizelos Airport, I let out a slow breath. I had actually done it. I had left the ranch and was finally taking a vacation. 
The moment I stepped off the plane, a wave of heat wrapped around me. Athens in the summer was nothing like Wyoming. The air was warmer, drier, carrying the scents of the sea and something rich and spiced that I couldn’t quite place yet. The airport was a whirlwind. There were travelers from all over the world moving in every direction. People hustling to their destinations.  
I made my way through customs, collected my suitcase, and stepped outside, where my pre-booked car was waiting. The driver, a middle-aged man with salt-and-pepper hair and a friendly smile, helped me load my bags into the trunk.  
“First time in Greece?” he asked as he pulled into traffic.  
“Yeah,” I said, glancing out the window as we sped down the highway. The landscape was stunning. On one side were rugged mountains and glimpses of the sea on the other. “Been dreaming of coming here for years.”  
He chuckled. “Athens is special. Full of history, life… and beautiful women.” He shot me a knowing look through the rearview mirror.  
I shook my head with a smirk. “That’s what my sister keeps telling me.”  
The drive to the resort was smooth, giving me my first real look at the city. Athens was a chaotic, vibrant mix of old and new. Towering glass buildings stood alongside ancient ruins, bustling cafes spilled onto the streets, and motorbikes zipped between cars in a way that made my Wyoming-born self slightly nervous.  
When we pulled up to the resort, I let out a low whistle. The place was stunning, sleek, and modern, with marble pillars and lush greenery framing the entrance. The bellhop greeted me with a polite nod as he took my bags, and I stepped into the lobby.  
Cool air washed over me, scented with something clean and citrusy. The space was elegant yet welcoming, with high ceilings, soft lighting, and a massive window that showcased a panoramic view of the city.  
The receptionist, a young woman with dark curls and a warm smile, welcomed me in perfect English. “Mr. Walker, we’ve been expecting you. You’re staying in our deluxe suite with a view of the Acropolis. You’re going to love it.”  
I handed over my passport, glancing at the key card she slid across the counter. “Looking forward to it.”  
After a short elevator ride, I stepped into my suite and immediately felt my breath hitch.  
Floor-to-ceiling windows lined the far wall, opening to a private balcony with a view straight out of a dream. The Acropolis, bathed in golden light from the setting sun, stood proudly in the distance. The city spread out below, a sea of whitewashed buildings and winding streets buzzing with life even as the evening settled in.  
The room itself was pure luxury. A massive bed, crisp white linens, soft lighting, and a sleek modern design that still carried touches of Greek charm. A welcome bottle of wine sat
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